SPRING AND POETRY

Mays eight and thirty have I known
Thrill each my senses, till 'twas flown ;
Yet doubt if one, that pranked the ground.
Left my soul happier than it found.

The bluebell mist in the deep wood
Has often made me think life good ;
Blue still they crowd by many a tree.
But I see no less misery.

In lilac blooms put not your trust;

Heavenly their smell is, but they rust;          10

Nor let laburnums gain great hold

On your deep heart with their brief gold.

Ten million beech-trees have I seen
Put forth ten thousand leaves of green ;
But never yet, in grove or glade.
Found I the leaf that would not fade.

The gardens of the Muse remain,

Where I can come, and come again ;

The Fancy's flowers are ever bright,

Faint not at noon, close not at night.            20

What was once, is still beautiful;
This can I through all seasons cull ;
And culled once, will continue dewed,
Or if it droop can be renewed.

The woods of song endure and change ;
Those I love best I still find strange,
And therefore never quite despair
The cure of life to light on there.

For when the snow lay thick around,

And there was neither tint nor sound,           30

And Fate's will was not as my will

I thought last winter, and think still,
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